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hazardous than to cross Cornhill, yet the great heart
of it beats tranquilly And I who have seen generations
of them come and go know that something of this
serenity passes presently into the turbulent souls of
the undergraduates who reside there that it imparts
to them a finer sense of life and of its values than they
could get elsewhere I have been friends with many
generations of undergraduates They used to flock to
Boar's Hill to hear poetry read, to dance in our big
hall, to admire John Masefield, to visit Gilbert Murray,
or in former years to try to get a glimpse of Robert
Bridges They would come to ask me to take part
in the performance given by the O U D S I have
never done so, but I have so often wished I had They
are amazing these undergraduates in the first flush
of their talents Their youth inspires them I have
seen "Anthony" acted by Ramage, "Hotspur55 by
Giles Isham, "King John,55 by W G Devlin, all per-
formances of which any finished actor might well
be proud Then for some years Bernard Fagan lent
all his remarkable powers and genius as a producer
to the establishment of "Repertory5> But life in
Oxford is short term only lasts eight weeks, and though
none could have worked more valiantly, repertory
under these conditions—and perhaps under any—is a
difficult task which only a Barry Jackson (Sir Barry)
can accomplish, and that only m a place where life
does not ebb and flow so swiftly as it does in Oxford
It seems to be the fashion just now to disparage
Oxford undergraduates Disparagement is so easy,
the customer picks a bad one out of the basket, holds
it up xn derision "It is nought, it is nought, saith the
buyer, and immediately goeth and vaunteth thereof5'
I, too, have been m the market and have looked at the
wares, and know that the bulk is sound If it had
fallen to my lot to have a son I would have sent him
to Oxford
They tell me that there are other Universities more
active in the pursuit in this or that kind of knowledge

